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In winter there is almost too much good music. The concert
halls are plastered with announcements of concerts and recitals;
Sunday papers herald a phenomenal list of musical activity. Foreign
pianists, conductors and singers are continually arriving and
departing.
The symphony concerts are of the highest quality in the world,
and Toscanini has as muck fame as a cinema star and more power
than most politicians. New York audiences are the most enthusiastic
and critical in the world. Although Toscanini is treated almost as
a deity the audience has been known to hiss when his performance
has not maintained its usual standard.
It is no longer surprising in New York to find "standing room
only" signs for the concerts of Maggie Teyte, Wanda Landowska,
Ralph Kirkpatrick, Alexander Schneider and Sylvia Marlowe, even
though their concerts are made up of the most difficult and "in-
accessible" works of the older composers.
The young Leonard Bernstein conducts with much elan the Oedipus
Rex of Stravinski, new works by Milhaud, Bart6k and Hindemith.
The duo-pianists Robert Fizdale and Arthur Gold provide complete
concerts of newly commissioned works by Haieff, Bowles and
Honegger. Lou Harrison has conducted the neglected Americans,
Ruggles and Ives. In the past few seasons the incredible innovator
John Cage has come forward with his "prepared pianos" (pianos
whose sounds are changed by placing screws, pennies, bits of wool
and wood, or rubber bands in the strings). Romolo di Spirito and
Carringtoa Welch have presented their recitals of new songs by
Poulenc, Rieti, Messaien and Copland.
It is curious that New York, so proud of its musical achievements,
should have no hall or theatre worthy of them or of so great a city.
Carnegie Hall reminds one of the recreation-room at a Spa Hotel,
and a small town in Italy produces a more opulent opera-house than
the Metropolitan, an antiquated store-house or prison without a
facade.
Here the highest-paid singers sing their hearts out, and throughout
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